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65
prayers of a poor solitary who lives between his thoughts and his love.
Adieu, my cherished beauty; one kiss upon those beautiful red lips, so fresh, so kind, a kiss which goes far, which clasps you. I will not say adieu. Oh! when shall I have your dear portrait? If, by chance you have it mounted, let it be between two plaques of enamel so that the whole may not be thicker than a five-franc piece, for I want to have it always on my heart. It will be my talisman ; I shall feel it there; I shall draw strength and courage from it. From it will dart the rays of that glory I wish so great, so broad, so radiant to wrap you in its light.
Come, I must leave you; always with regret. But once at liberty and without annoyances, what sweet pilgrimages ! But my thought goes faster, and every night it glides about your heart, your head, it covers you.
Adieu, then. A demain. To-morrow I must go to the Duchesse d'Abrantes; I will tell you why when I get back.
Thursday, 24.
This morning, my cherished love, I have failed in an attempt which might have been fortunate. I went to offer to a capitalist, who receives the indemnities agreed upon between us for the works promised and not written, a certain number of copies of the "Etudes de Mceurs." I proposed to him five thousand francs & terme for three thousand eclius. He refused everything, even my signature and a note, saying that my fortune was in my talent and I might die. The scene was one of the basest I ever knew. G-obseck was nothing to him; I endured, all red, the contact with an iron soul. Some day, I will describe it. I went to the duchess that she might undertake a negotiation of the same kind with the man who had the lawsuit with me, her publisher, who cut my throat. "Will she succeed ? I am in the agonies of expectation, and yet
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